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Author's Notes: 
Because something about Bruce fingering himself is extremely arousing, so | had to write a little drabble esque 


short story about it. Enjoy! ;) 


Bruce trembled with anticipation as he allowed the tip of his finger to trace his entrance tentatively, the urge 
to try and discover something new unable to disperse any longer. He might have been able to put the curiosity 
out of his mind, had it not been for tonight's show. His eyes had deliberately wandered towards Steve's 
direction, watching the bassist's fore and middle fingers fly over the bass as he plucked the strings and bent 
them to his will 


Tireless, relentless digits they were, and once Bruce first got the fantasy of those fingers playing his insides in 
a similar manner into his head, he was gone. He'd spent the rest of the show mad with lust, his half hard cock 
clearly outlined by his tight spandex pants. His face flushed and his eyes glazed over. He'd been attracted to 
both sexes for as long as he could remember, but this was something else. Otherworldly, almost a pull 
stronger than gravity. The fact that Steve was an extremely attractive man didn't help either, what with his 


wild chestnut brown curls, dark long lashed eyes and the tan complex. He also had quite a good ass. 


Worrying his bottom lip with his teeth, the singer let his eyes slide shut as the feel of cold liquid lube on his 
fingers made his pucker flutter. It felt forbidden and exciting, and before his inner vision Bruce conjured up the 
image of Steve hovering above him. The bassist's callused, oh so talented fingers replaced his own before his 


mind's eye, mischievous dark orbs peering down at him from behind a fringe of wild chestnut curls. 


Finally gathering up enough courage to go on, the singer pressed the tip of his index finger to the exposed rose 
and with only faint resistance it bloomed enough for it to slide in up to the first knuckle. Bruce stopped, chest 
heaving and his free hand rubbing the head of his hard cock intently. In his mind, Steve was there teasing him, 


asking whether he truly wanted more. In his mind, Bruce vigorously nodded out a needy yes. 


Raising his legs for better reach, Bruce pulled back just a little before pressing down again. This time his finger 
went deeper, past the gripping ring of muscle and the singer's mouth fell open as the odd sensation of being 

stretched came over him. It didn’t hurt, it felt more strange and full than anything. Squeezing the cock head in 
his hand tighter, Bruce swiped around just a bit with his finger, attempting to find that spot he'd heard of, the 


one that was supposed to bring mind numbing pleasure. 


The singer pouted, his bottom lip stuck out when he found nothing despite how ready his body was for the 
expected oncoming pleasure. He had begun to think maybe he didn't have a sweet spot, maybe he didn't enjoy 
fingering, when suddenly he brushed something. It made him moan out loud before he could catch himself, his 
back arching up off the mattress. He laid wide eyed, cheeks burning as another slightly bolder swipe made him 
shudder full body from head to toe. 


Bruce's eyes fell shut again, and was met with the image of Steve smiling shyly down at him, imagining the 
bassist's digits deep inside of him as he continued to semi cautiously rub and explore this strange new spot 
he'd found. Too light, and it became a torturous itch screaming for scratch and stimulation Too hard, and his 
legs quaked, his balls winding themselves tight enough to almost ache. A couple of attempts later however, and 
he got the gist of it. And oh fuck, did it feel good. Especially when combined with the feel of the pad of Bruce's 


own thumb rubbing circles over the leaking head of his dick. 


Exhaling shaky, uneven breaths, Bruce kept one leg pulled up against his chest, setting the other down and 
spreading it wide. The change of position made the invasion somehow more intense, made him want more. 
Pulling his hand back just a bit, Bruce lined up both his slicked fingers with the tiny hole and began to push 
them inside. This time there was a brief sting before both digits passed the ring, almost unsettling but not 
quite. Once they were through though, Bruce groaned. 


The fullness was something he hadn't expected, it felt like the fingers were supposed to be there, to stretch 
his soft walls wider. He prodded and soon found the same spot from earlier, using both fingertips to double the 
pressure applied. He almost yelped, hips shooting up off the bed, forcing his hard cock through the ring the 
fingers of his left hand were making. He was glad he'd picked the time he had, when he was alone because this 
happy wank wouldn't have been easy to explain away. 


The singer pushed his head backwards into the pillows as he began working in earnest, manipulating the spot as 


he thought of Steve. He thought of wild thick curls dragging over his bare chest. He thought of warm wet lips 
nipping at his pulse point. He thought of tireless callused fingers inside of him. If he tried hard enough, he could 
conjure up the sensory memory of Steve's scent. The special shampoo and cologne mix, even the tang of salty 
sweat once they left the stage for the showers post performance. Another hard shudder wracked the singer's 
body, his left hand beginning to take over its twin's usual movements as he stroked it up and down the shaft 

with quick pulls. The way his wrists ached with strain, his muscles protesting, didn't matter as he picked up his 


pace. 


A breathless murmur of Steve's name fell from his lips, wetness clinging to his lashes. A twist to the head of 
his cock, a rough stab to his prostate that was so unused to the stimulation They coincided with Bruce's 
memory of Steve throwing his head back on stage, sweat raining around him and his hair spilling like a 
waterfall of browns down his back. He couldn't have stopped the orgasm had he wanted to and with a yelp, a 
thick shot of warm seed landed across Bruce's stomach as the heat at the base of his spine uncocked itself. 


A couple lesser ones followed, the last spurt dribbling over the side his hand and then it was over, the intense 
overload of this new kind of pleasure making Bruce's head swim. It took him several minutes to gather his wits, 
his inner walls still pulsing against his fingers similar to the way a girl's might, even when he finally slid the 
digits out. He wiped both hands on his discarded shirt, and dabbed his chest with the same fabric. He wasn't 
sure if he should feel embarrassed or ashamed, straining for a moment to hear if anything else was moving in 


the room. With the way he'd occupied himself, he realized, anyone might have walked in without his notice. 


About to sink back down, relieved to be alone still, Bruce's ears perked. Something rustled, and when he kept 
listening, he swore he could hear vague breathing. Then the sliding door shut as footfalls ascended from the 
bunk area. The singer froze, his heart hammering and panic nearly kicking in. He hadn't been alone. Someone 
heard him, and who knew how much they might have caught. It took forever for Bruce to dare move and 
when he did, it was in an almost fearful haze. Through the fading odour of sex and arousal as he opened the 
curtain to his bunk to find pitch black darkness, he sniffed the much familiar scent of shampoo and too much 


cologne. 


Bathroom 


Author's Notes: 
So, | wrote a second chapter/sequel because it really felt fitting. This one is somehow even dirtier than the 
first one, but hopefully that's exactly what's to be expected. Enjoy some horny Steve, cause | had a lotta fun 


writing it, on a plane no less! Don't forget to comment, if you like 2 


Steve hurriedly shut the screen door to the tour bus bathroom, exhaling heavily in relief as he leant his full 
weight back against the plsstic surface. He felt his heart pounding hard against his ribcage, shut his eyes as 
he tried to pull his scattered mind together, rubbing his eyelids. He tried his best ignore recalling the image 
that was the reason for the ache of lust settled between his legs, the reason for the way his cock throbbed 
persistently. He didn’t like men, never had and never would; that he kept telling himself in a mantra even as his 
needy erection refused to wilt. It remained proud and eager, pulsing tentatively as if begging for him to pull it 


out from where it remained trapped inside his jeans and take care of business. 


The bassist groaned in frustration, pressing a harsh palm to the engorged shaft, attempting to force the hard 
on to go down. He was stubborn, even now, but the image of Bruce with his legs spread, fingers buried deep 
inside while moaning his name did him in as it kept popping up at the front of his mind. It made his cock twitch 
treacherously, made him recall Bruce's flushed face; his parted rosy lips, all the expanse of bare nude skin 
Steve caught himself almost gasping at the mere thought, his palm instinctively beginning to rub firm slow 


circles over his groin beyond his control. He was terrified, but too aroused to stop his own actions. 


Tipping his head back against the screen, Steve kept his eyes shut, too ashamed to open them and have to 
watch his what he was doing. Perhaps if he didn't watch, he could tell himself it wasn't him, that he wasn't 
touching himself because of what he had seen, that he wasn't responsible. He tried his best to picture a hot 
female brunette before his inner vision instead of Bruce; her fingers buried in her wet pussy, but it didn't 
work. The image lasted half a second before she turned into Bruce; Bruce who was wanking himself, fingering 


himself. Bruce who was getting off to fantasies of him no less. 


Biting his bottom lip, the bassist found himself unable to resist the need. Instead, he reached for his zipper, his 
free hand clutching the sink in an almost painfully tight grip; his knuckles turning white. The flaps were parted, 

the underwear swiftly shoved out of the way and then he closed his fist around the engorged length, giving a 

slow loose stroke as he circled his fingers around the thick shaft. Fuck, it felt so good. 


Exhaling shakily through his nose, Steve tightened his grip a bit, continuing with the lazy strokes for a moment 
to tease himself. He needed more slickness, like the way Bruce's fingers had been while moving inside of the 
smaller man. Steve's face turned red, realizing Bruce must have been imagining his fingers instead, perhaps 
even his cock in there. It made his breath hitch, and he opened his dazed eyes briefly, rummaging nearly 


blindly through the cabinets until he found the hand lotion he'd been looking for. The head of his cock was 


swollen, dribbling precum in a steady stream, but he needed more. 


Squeezing a hefty amount of the cool liquid into his right palm, Steve returned his hand to his dick and began 
pumping in earnest, making his own hips stutter and jerk forwards to meet the slippery motion Realizing he 
was being too loud, surprisingly since he usually found himself to be very quiet in general, the bassist brought 
his free hand to his lips and bit down on the side, stifling the pleasure noises threatening to spill. The squishy 
sounds echoed through the small space as he picked up his pace, the door creaking suspiciously as he fucked 
his own fist. Before his inner vision, there was still Bruce. He recalled the way Bruce had looked when he came, 
sweat glueing his bangs to his forehead, the moan he'd let out sending bolts of lust down the older man's spine 


even as a mere sensory memory. 


Steve keened, unable to muffle himself, his hips slamming against his jerking fist and he began to twist it when 
he reached the fat tip, making himself shudder. His thumb harshly brushed the head, pressing down and 
smearing sticky beads of precum. He was so close, the shame and fear blocked out by the haze of pleasure, 
by the - for him - unusual loss of control. His hand motions were becoming sloppy as he unevenly thrust his 
hips forwards to meet them, losing his sense of rhythm. And there it was again, the image of Bruce erupting 
several jets of thick cum, all while moaning his name. It became too much, the bassist chomping down on his 
hand hard enough to leave bitemarks as his balls tightened, a groan of Bruce's name barely restrained when he 
came hard enough to see stars, catching most of his own seed in his hand although some slid between his 


fingers to drop onto the floor and stain his own blue jeans. 


Panting, Steve slowly slid his eyes open, catching his own red, sweaty face in the mirror. That's when he 
realized what he had done; the shame, the fear, the confusion all washing over him and making him shudder, 
his stomach sinking and he felt cold. He looked down at the mess he'd made of himself, snorting in exasperation 
and almost sniffling as he tried to pull himself together. Tried to rationalise what was so clearly there to see. 
What he couldn't explain away. And then Steve's ears perked, his face turning deathly pale when he noticed tell 
tale creaking of footsteps on the opposite side of the door. His heart nearly stopped, because he knew there 


was only one person except him on board the bus. 


